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THE COUNTY FAIR AT YAPP’S CROSSING 
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Brag 
HE WORD deserves two g’s. It is 
entitled to extra honors, for it is a 
constructive thing—bragg. It makes two 
things grow where but one grew before. 
It never subtracts. It always adds or 
multiplies or increases by arithmetical and 

geometrical progression. 

So it is entirely clear that brag ranks, high 
in many respects. It reminds 
us of thrift and efficiency and 
optimism and new thought and 
several kinds of “science’’ and 
“it pays to advertise” and 
“culture.” 

A virtue (if you will) like brag 
is all the more creditable be- 
cause it has no visible means 
of support. It is a superstruc- 
ture, so to speak, with nothing 
to cumber it like that unneces- 
sary contrivance known in 
general as a foundation. To 
this extent, therefore, brag is 
quite immaterial and ethereal. 
In this view it has a certain 
spiritual side. It persists by rea- 
son of that which is not tangible, 
like some other states of mind. 

Bragisan asset of the majority. 
It is hardly ever cornered, 
though stores vary. Nowadays, 
when millions of dollars may be 
seen all about us, there is a re- 
fined form of brag that obtains. 
“Tam very poor,’ when spoken 
with intelligence has a most re- 
freshing sound, and it confers 
immediately real distinction on the one 
who assumes this form of polished egoism. 

But there are other forms in equal favor 
according to racial, national, individual, or 
educational preference. Ambition, enter- 
prise, born leadership, “grit,” ‘‘sand,” 
“freshness,” “nerve,” courage, and many 
other qualifications decide the particular 
brand. In any case it is a big field. Let 


everybody make a choice. 





An’ bless everybody an’ make me a good boy. 
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Brief Decisions 
ILENCE is frequently of unspeakable 
value. 
* 


It takes a real man to stick to a task he is 
not stuck on. 
« 
Place a high value on yourself and then 
prove you are worth it. 


Faith in one’s self will remove mountains 
of difficulties. 

. 

A woman frequently knows what she 
wants but cannot make up her mind what 
it is. 

cs 
merchantmen are all very 
evangelize the sub- 


Converted 
well, but why not 
marine? 


b 
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Yours truly, Willie.” 
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A Model and a Muddle 
N THE matter of that luckless Pittsburger 
but lately haled to court for wife deser- 
tion, judgment must be withheld, to await 
more facts, and a better comprehension of 
those now in evidence. 

The accused does not smoke. He doesn’t 
drink. He doesn’t swear. Apparently he 
hasn’t a redeeming vice. He helped his wife 
with the housework. He gave 
her his pay envelope, unopened, 
every week. He did as she told 


him: would have opened the 
pay envelope for her, pre- 
sumably, if desired. One may 


conceive that life with such a 
model as that (the wife conceded 
that he’s a model, by the by) 
might irk, to a point where 
separation would be the sole 
escape. 

Like the where the 
stranger moved into a _ most 
hospitable, sociable neighbor- 
hood. “Have a drink,” the 
old resident said. “I don't 
drink,’’ was the reply. “Have 
a cigar.”” “I don’t smoke.” 
“Have a chew.” “Thank you, 
I never use tobacco in any form.” 
“Well, for the love of Mike,” 
said the old resident, “let’s go 


case 


out on the back lawn and eat 
grass!” 
It is not, however, for like 


cause, apparently, that a sepa- 
ration is denied in the Pitts- 
burg case. “He gave you his 
pay envelope?” asked the clerk of the 
court. ‘Yes, but I used that in the house. 
He won’t give me any spending money!” 

A muddle? Yes. A model? No doubt. 
A model, be it remembered, is “a small 
imitation of the real thing.”’ In this case, 
a pretty fair-sized one. 


If at first you don’t succeed, slide for 


second. 


— 
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ABOUT TIME 
“That gown she’s wearing is absolutely the most reckless rag I’ve seen this season.” 
“Yes, but she has a theory about nudity, you know. She says it’s a state of mind; that Adam and Eve never knew they were naked 


nor that there was such a thing until they'd eaten the apple.” 
“Well, I think it’s about time the fruit was passed to her.” 
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SUMMER Y EXECUTION 


SYMPATHY 


¢¢T AM SORRY for that big, able-looking 

lady going by, there!” said the landlord 
of the Petunia tavern. “She’s our well- 
known society leader, Mrs. Lucretia Whit- 
tleton Flooter, widow of poor little Ulysses 
G. Flooter, that ’most everybody liked, even 
if he did drink himself to death a couple of 
years ago. I can remember when ’Lis was 
the ambitiousest feller in the community, 
or pretty near it, but a spell after his mar- 
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“Oh, Jeannette, I’m so utterly fatigued! Do take off my 


rings for me: 


FOR MRS. 


riage he took to the bottle, and finally drank 
himself up, as you might say. 

“Mrs. Flooter looks kinda like the Preem- 
inent Dictatoress of some lodge, don’t she?— 
or the executioner of a vast estate. She 
has long been painfully aware of the awful 
lack of culture that hangs like a pall over 
this region, and has worked so earnestly to 
bring the light to us, that I sympathize with 
her in her failure. It took considerable 
labor on her part to convince the business 
men of our conservative little burg that the 
fair name of the town would be trailed in 
the dust if they didn’t contribute funds to 
the worthy cause which she was so energetic- 

ally festering. Some of ’em who 
claimed that they couldn’t see any 

x sense in donating to any scheme 
mY that they couldn’t get either fun 

»Y or money out of even went so far 
as to say, ‘Let ’er trail!’ She 
had to work pretty hard, too, to 


/ 

/ persuade the parents of several 
innocent children that their 
young’ns ought to get out and 
devil people to death to buy 

MU tickets to something they didn’t 


WN \\WV want to go to. 

? “She met with a dreadful dis- 
appointment, when the evening 
came that the intellectual treat, 


FLOOTER 


which consisted of a thin and solemn gent 
with too much hair on him and a look 
as if everything he ett distressed him 
awfully, lecturing on whether or not the 
ancient Greeks painted their statues. The 
40o—Count Them!—4o Mighty Mon- 
archs of Modern Minstrelcy were in the 
Op’ry House that same evening, together 
with pretty much every Thomas, Rich- 
ard and Henry of our uncultured popu- 
lation who could raise the price of ad- 
mission. - And there was practically nobody 
present at the I. O. O. F. Hall, where 
the lecture was perpetrated, but the 
lecturer and Mrs. Flooter and a few of 
her admirers; all large, stout ladies or tall 
thin ones; andthe janitor who had to stay 
in order to lock up, and some of the innocent 
children who had peddled tickets, and a 
drunken drummer who had got the notion 
somehow that it was going to be some kind 
of a burlesque show, and went to sleep and 
didn’t ever find out the difference till 
afterwards. 

“Eh-yah! I’m sorry for Mrs. Flooter 
because you know she is so absolutely de- 
termined not to understand that simply 
because she admires something or other 
it does not necessarily follow that every- 
body else does, too!” 

—Tom P. Morgan 

















Not for Himself 
ONALD, a boy of ten years, had been sent 
to an apothecary store and told to 
get a package of cigarettes for his father 
and a rubber nipple for 
his baby sister’s nursing 
bottle. The druggist de- 
clined to give the boy 
the cigarettes fearing that 
he wanted them for him- 
self. Indignant because 
of this impugning of his 
veracity after he had 
said that the cigarettes 
were for his father, the boy said, 
“Huh! Is’pose you think that the nipple 
is for me, too, don’t you?” 





Sure Proof 
Hokus—I can always tell a woman who 
takes things just because they look cheap. 
Pokus—How? 
Hokus—Simply by looking at her husband. 


Not Present 
He—Do you remember Horatius at the 
bridge? 
She—I don’t think I ever met him. You 
know we invite so few men. 


boo? pepey? 462 
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THE RIGHT MAN IN THE RIGHT PLACE 


Festive Father William 


—— are old, Father William,” the fair maiden 


said, 

“Do you really think you ought to stay 
To witness the dancing and questionable fun 

In this hectic and hot cabaret?” 

But the old man still lingered, despite the broad hint, 

And danced them down, even the best, 
In the tango, the bunny, the gay turkey 

trot, 

The one step, the dip and the rest. 

—Tennyson J. Daft 
She Explains 

Mabel—You and Harold seem 
inseparable. 

Gertrude—We are together a 
good deal. You see, Mabel, I 
take a peculiar interest in him. 

Mabel—Oh, do you? 

Gertrude—Yes. Iwas engaged 
to him at one time, and in love 
with him at another.” 

Review 

“You mustn’t comment impo- 
litely. You might be heard. That 
lady is Mrs. Ludley, the great phi- 
lanthropist and society leader!” 

“What if it is? I can look 
just as cross as she does if I try 
hard enough!” 






Lot’s Comment 
Lot took a look at his wife who had been 
turned into a pillar of salt. 
“She always was too fresh, anyhow,” 
he commented. 
A coat of arms is no good for concealing 
defects in your character. 





UNLUCKY FOR SOMEBODY 


Belle—Do you think Friday is unlucky ? 
Freddie—No. 1 was born on a Friday. 
Belle—And what do your parents think ? 
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6 daa poor are doubly blessed, and grief from them’s afar; the 

more they are distressed, the happier they are. The more a 
fellow owns, the more he has of care; the more he has of bones, the 
more of black despair. 

When I was beastly poor (would I were so again!) no agents took 
my spoor and trailed me to my den. I was not asked to buy a lead 
mine in the hills, or some one’s whiskers dye, or antibilious pills. 
The agents knew full well that I was in the hole, and they don’t try 
to sell to one who has no roll. They do not waste their smiles on any 
wadless bloke, nor exercise their wiles on gents who’re always broke. 
And so, through happy days—’twas long ago, gad-zooks!—I went 
my joyous ways, and had to buy no books; no spinsters sought 
my home, to touch me for a plunk, to sell me Gibbon’s “Rome,” or 
Laura Libbey’s junk. 

No salesmen slick and neat pursued me near and far, all day, on 
tireless feet, to sell a chug-chug car. They did not lie in wait, like 
savage ambushed foes, their stories to relate, while hanging to my 
clothes. But now with eager tread they dog me everywhere, they 
hide beneath my bed, and nail me on the stair. To leave them in 
the lurch day after day I try; they 
follow me to church, they'll bore 
me when I die. When I had but one 
shirt, and that one torn apart, no 
agents used to flirt with me or break 
my heart. 

The stern assessor comes quite 
early in the year. I think of muffled 
drums and doom when he is near. He 
pokes me in the slats, and questions me 
all day. “How many dogs and cats 
have you concealed away? How many 
precious stones, how many cows and 
shotes, how many thousand bones, 
how many bonds and notes? Remem- ; 
ber, you’re on oath, and if you tell - 
me lies, you’ll burn or hang or both; | vill. Won 


be truthful, then, and wise. How | — : 
We) | 





“A Slender Book of Verse”’ 
“cc SLENDER BOOK OF VERSE”—that’s what the critics have to write 
~ Of Jones’ bulky “London Lays,” and Smith’s stout ‘“ Notes of Night,” 
And Wiggs’ portly “Puck at Play,” until we'd like to curse 
The silly fad that dubs all rhyme “‘a slender book of verse!’’ 


When Chaucer wrote of pilgrim folk, when Herrick got his start, 
When Spenser said a lot of things about brave Britomart, 

Do you suppose that critics had their praises to rehearse 

In this Kind Word that’s so absurd—‘“‘a slender book of verse”’ ? 


O speed a glad millennium when we who write reviews 

If we mean “‘fat,’’ may say just that, as often as we choose! 

Say “‘a fat book of poetry,’”’—nor think it sounds so worse, 

Cut out for good all mention of “‘a slender book of verse!’’—Sarah Redington. 


His Thought 
HE recruiting had been good, and the orator of the occasion 
felt reasonably well satisfied with himself. It would be 
graceful, he thought, to speak a few concluding words to the 
score of men who had dedicated themselves to “King and Coun- 
try.” 

“And what will you think, when you see the flag of the Empire 
standing out from its staff, above the field of battle?” the speaker 
demanded, his face alight with patriotic fervor. 

“Standin’ straight out, Gov’nor?” a stolid recruit questioned 
earnestly. 

“Why, er, yes!” the orator responded in some confusion. 

“T should think, then,” the future Tommy announced gravely, 
“that the wind was blowin’—’ard!” 


The Dawn of the New Woman 
Delilah hung up the tin wash basin, by aid of which she had 
effected an artistic hair cut for Samson. 
“At last,” she gurgled, “I have broken through prejudice and 
have thrown open a new profession to self-supporting women. 
After me, the Lady Barber.” 





A man is also known by the company that keeps him. 
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many howitzers? How many choice IPM 8 
cigars? How many costly furs? How ail) = 
many motor cars?” ——- — ~-_> 


I hate to pay a tax above all = 
earthly chores; I’d like to use an ax 
on all assessing bores. When I was 
young and poor, without a silver 
wheel, I had not to endure this horrible 
ordeal. 

Oh, poverty’s a boon, a thing to 
make you smile; and no one but a loon 
would wish to own a pile! 





Wiggs—Judging by appearances, I imagine that Bink’s wife is a suffragette. | Waggs—You've seen her, 


then? Wiggs—No; but I've seen him. 








AT THE 
Rookie (to his sister)—I say, Sis, run along home, like a good girl. 


@ VERY MAID who 
i served the Blake- 


against the vast 

spaces in the fine, old mansion, the long stairs, 
the huge halls, and the Sabbath day journey 
from kitchen to front door. Naturally, when 
Betty Blakeley, mating with Jimmy Walman, 
chose a nest for herself, she picked the tiniest, cosiest, most compact 
little flat ever squeezed from the ingenuity of architect-man. 

Betty clasped ecstatic hands at the dovetailed conveniences of 
the kitchenette, but it was the denette which really won her. And, 
in truth, the denette was most artfully contrived; otherwise, it 
could not have been at all, but must have remained an odd corner, a 
size too big for a closet. But, by swinging the door into the hall, 
and fitting chairs like the jump-seats of an automobile, and having 
the center-table lower from the ceiling when you wanted it—it’s a 
matter of habit, after all, whether the legs of a table run up or down 
from the slab—and narrowing the book shelves a trifle—well, by 
doing these things, you had the cunningest, most intimate little 
bower that ever embraced honeymooners. 








BUSINESS 
This is stern, bloody work, and a man needs all his nerve about him. 


THE FOLDING DENETTE 


leys inveighed By W. T. NICHOLS 





MAN’S CAMP 


And don’t forget the davenport, 
a truly noble furnishing, filling one 
end of the denette. As the agent 
pointed out, it had been made pos- 
sible only by intensive coordination, as he phrased it. That is, 
the bath tub went under the seat of the davenport. No; the bath 
tub had nothing to do with the denette, except rest on its rollers, 
under the davenport, when it wasn’t required in the bathroom, which 
couldn’t be entered, by the way, when the tub was in active com- 
mission. It was an all-round great scheme, besides saving valuable 
space. If you wished to bathe, you merely went into the bathroom, 
and stood at one side, and pulled a lever, and the tub shot from its 
concealment beyond the partition and automatically barred the 
bathroom door. And because this was a thoroughly up-to-date 
flat house, there was a duplicate set of levers in the denette, by which 
the tub could be controlled; so that, in emergency (if, for example, 
a maid chose to commit suicide by drowning) you could get into the 
bathroom without damaging the very shiny woodwork. 

That precious denette was the heart of the home of Jimmy 
Walman and Betty, his devoted bride. There they were as snug as 
bugs in a rug, Jimmy stretched luxuriously on the davenport and 
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“ | want a careful chauffeur—one who takes no chances.” 
“ That's me, sir! I require references or salary in advance.’ 


Betty, in one of the folding chairs, reading poetry and letting Jimmy 
hold the hand that wasn’t needed to hold the book. They agreed 
that there never was, and never could be, another such a pearl of 
price of a denette. 

Even that absurd mishap to Sally Rogers wasn’t the denette’s 
fault; it wasn’t anybody’s fault, when you stopped to think it over, 
and were reasonable, and all that. Sally, you see, had been Betty’s 
maid-of-honor, and was the first guest in the new home. And it was 
horribly dusty on the train, and of course Sally wished to freshen up; 
so she was splashing merrily when Jimmy came home. And Jimmy 
didn’t know Sally had arrived, and not seeing Betty about, wandered 
into the denette, and dropped on the davenport. And it was simply 
fiendish luck that he happened to kick one of those levers. 

Besides, he did everything he could, when he heard the squeak 
of the rollers and then muffled shrieks beneath him. His mind 
worked quickly. He tried to throw the lever back, but the mechan- 
ism jammed, as mechanism always does when it shouldn’t. And the 
shrieks were getting fainter but wilder. So he tore off the cover of 
the davenport, and was prying up the box-mattress, when Betty 
came darting into the denette. 

At sight of her Jimmy’s eyes opened wide. ‘“ Who—then who’s in 
there?” he gasped. ‘Holy Moses!” 

Betty also had wits. She kept most admirable composure; for 
she took Jimmy by the shoulder. 

“It—it’s not Moses!” she said crisply. “Go away, 
please, and I’ll attend to this rescue.” 

So Jimmy, who was no fool, went away, and walked 
around the block. And Sally was a good sport, and said 
the whole thing was just the cutest thing she’d ever heard 
of; only, if they were going to maintain a marine railway, 
why didn’t they put electric lights in the tunnel or set up a 
“Low bridge” sign? So it didn’t matter about Sally, but 
it was a different case with Aunt Kelso. 

There was a lot to Aunt Kelso—family authority, money 
that’d have to come to somebody some day, and 250 
pounds, avoirdupois. She made a state visit to the flat; 
and Betty, who had caught sight of the Kelso limousine, had 
barely time to call through the bathroom door to Jimmy— 
he was just home from the office—that he’d have to postpone 
his dip. So Jimmy hustled into his clothes, and shot the 
tub into its hiding place. There was a streak of native 
thrift in Jimmy. Rather than waste a lot of perfectly 
good water, he left the tub nearly filled, against the re- 
freshing hour when Aunt Kelso should have gone her way. 

Betty, showing Aunt Kelso over the flat, had 
reached the denette, when Jimmy joined them. 

“Isn’t it the dearest, sweetest little room?” queried 
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Betty. ‘We think it’s perfectly lovely!” Aunt Kelso sniffed. She 
approved of Betty, but reserved judgment in the matter of Jimmy 
while the appeal of the flat, plainly, was indifferent. , 

“Oh, do go in!” urged Betty. “Let me show you how comfort. 
able it is, and how complete!” 

Purely out of compliment to her niece, Aunt Kelso cautious] 
went ahead on low gear. But her eye lighted as she beheld the 
davenport. It looked like the one seat in that doll’s house calculated 
to accommodate what an elder generation would have described as a 
fine woman. Down she plumped. She folded her hands on her 
ample bosom. 

“This,” she said with a sigh of satisfaction; “this is something 
like!” 

Betty bubbled with delight. She pulled out one jump-seat, then 
the other; she lowered the table from the ceiling. The net effect was 
to hedge in Aunt Kelso, as it were. 

“Isn’t it perfectly wonderful?” Betty demanded proudly. 

Aunt Kelso opened her mouth for half-grudging agreement, but 
changed her intention. Suddenly she tried to struggle to her feet, 
but without success. Indeed, she seemed to be sinking slowly but 
surely into the luxurious depths of the davenport. Her knees had a 
quaint effect of drawing near her chin. She fell to clawing heavily at 
the edge of the seat. 

“Merciful powers!” she wheezed. 

“What is it, Aunt Kelso?” cried Betty solicitously. “You— 
you’re not going to faint?” 

“Faint!” Aunt Kelso may have answered Betty, but her glare— 
and it was a suspicious glare—was directed at Jimmy. “Faint 
nothing! I—I feel kind of a—a chill. You ask him! I'll bet he 
knows something about it. No; never mind the window! ’Tain’t a 
draft. It’s more like—oh, my soul and body!” 

There was a crack of rending wood—it’s a sad error, always, for 
constructing engineers not to allow a safe margin for over-load. 
Aunt Kelso sank lower. Her hands went out desperately. They 
clutched the supports of the table. With a titanic heave she dragged 
herself to her feet. 









jiere. 
i 








AMBITION 


















































Gwendolyn—lIsn't it nice, for a change, to be able to dine all by ourselves ! 


But she had left the mark of her solid worth. What had been a 
smooth, level expanse of davenport cushion was now a valley of 
plush. And in the valley was a steadily rising tide, now perhaps an 
inch in depth. 
* * * 7 + * * 

There are some things you can’t explain 
—at least, not to the Aunt Kelsos of this 
world. It’s betternot totry. Betty, a red spot 
in either cheek and her head held high, came 
back from speeding her dear but dampened 
guest, to find Jimmy—he had remained in the 
denette as a personal favor requested by Aunt Kelso—slumped ix. 
one of the jump-seats and staring ruefully at the miniature seascape. 
At her entrance he looked up. He shook his head. 

“This settles it, I guess,” he groaned. “We'll have to move. 
This—this compactness is too—er—too complicated for plain folks 
like you and me.” 

Betty perched herself on his knee. 
his neck. 

“I won’t move!” she vowed. 
could.” 

“But—but—” he began weakly. “But Aunt Kelso—” 

“D-darn Aunt Kelso!” cried Betty. Then she caught his hand, 
and drew his arm about her. She laid her cheek against his, and 
sighed a blissful little sigh. 

“After all,” she murmured, “there’s nothing so nice as to have 
everything comfy and folding—like this!” 





She slipped an arm about 


“This suits me as nothing else 





Some men are never too busy to go looking for trouble. 





A Fable 
|= LION was telling the Leopard why he roared in the Jun- 
gle when going about hunting. “Doing business openly and 
with plenty of advertising,’ the Lion said, “is what has made my 
reputation. I got my characterization of King of the Beasts by 
blowing my horn. Always let the other fellows know you are 
around and they will respect you and fear you.” 

A Rabbit hiding and shivering in a clump of pampas grass over- 
heard this conversation, and allthe next day he pondered upon it. 
He decided it was better to have the other animals fear him than 
to live himself in constant terror. So the Rabbit filled his lungs 
with a great breath and tried to roar like a Lion. 

A Kiote, learning of the Rabbit’s whereabouts by his roar, 
hopped onto the Rabbit and ate him up. 
If you haven’t got the goods, there is no use to advertise. 
—C. L. Edson. 


Right in Line 

““My ancestors,” haughty little Heloise Aldyne told her nine- 
year-old playmate Hermione McGuire, “came over before yours 
did. They came over in the first boat, the Mayflower.” 

“Well, mine came over,” Hermione said stoutly, her blue Irish 
eyes flashing with spirit, “in the very next boat, the June- 
flower.” 

What He Should Do 

The ship’s surgeon was having a class in “First Aid Instruc- 
tion.” He asked one bright youngster what he would do if he 
were ashore with the baseball team and one of the players got hit 
with a ball. “TI would tell him to take his base,’”’ was the reply. 





Stella—Did he propose ? 


_ His Consideration 

66 HILE I have for a long time,” pessi- 
mistiruminatingly remarked the 
Old Codger, “felt eminently able to tell 
everybody who is doing, 
or trying to do, some- 
_ thing, exactly how it 
3 ought to be done—includ- 
ing managing wives and 
wars, raising chickens and 
children, explaining mira- 
cles, training hunting 
dogs, planting crops, se- 
lecting help-meets, auto- 
mobiles and tombstones, practicing medicine 
and diplomacy, drawing treaties and stalled 
motor cars, choosing cantaloupes and voca- 
tions, and adventuring into several other 
lines of endeavor not necessary to enumer- 
ate at this time—I have likewise under- 
stood that the people to be benefited don’t 
care to have me write pieces to the papers 
setting forth my superior knowledge. So, 
painful as self-repression always is, I have 

refrained from doing so.” 





His Indifference 
“This is fine growing weather!” tri- 
umphantly stated honest Farmer Jolly. 
“What is that to me?” snarled J. Fuller 
Gloom, the vile and venomous pessimist. 
“I’ve got my growth.” 


Taking No Chances 

“Lemme get those umbrellas hidden be- 
fore you let them in!” Binks hastily inter- 
posed as Mrs. Binks moved toward the door 
in response to the bell. 

“Do you think our guests will 
steal umbrellas?” Mrs. Binks de- 
manded contemptuously. 

““Maybe not—but they might 
recognize ’em!”’ Binks replied. 


Her Preference 
Sunday School teacher — You 
must grow up to be good. Don’t 
you want to be looked up to? 
Little Emma Wayup—No; Id 


rather be looked around at. 


His Worst Fears Confirmed 

Carraway was craning his neck 
for a better view of the turkey. 

“Rubber!” said the Landlady. 

“T feared as much,” saidCar- 
raway with a sigh. 


Sale Ho! 
““He is a good salesman, isn’t 
he, Henry?” asked Mrs. Peck. 
“Good salesman?” replied 
Henry Peck. “Is he a good 


Bella—Well, 1 suppose you might call it a Palm Beach suit. 


“ An’ is it you, Mike O'Flaherty ? 
_ om . ez were dead.” 
salesman? That man, Belinda, 7! Why that ?” 





ham Young; yes, and he could have sold 
‘em to Solomon, and the Lord only knows 
how many wives Solomon had to keep him 
in hot water!” 








Sure an’ I thought 


could sell water heaters to Brig- “ Becaze everyone wuz spakin’ well av yez.” 
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T WAS two o’clock a.m. Mrs. Dalmars, paying and generously 

tipping her taxi driver, entered the Dalmars residence without 

noting that her husband in the Dalmars car closely followed. He 
had seen her running up the steps, and wondered. 

As he entered Mrs. Dalmars’s dressing room she was standing 
before her mirror coolly inspecting the angle of her hat. 

“You just came in?” he ventured. ; 

“Apparently,” she replied, as she removed her wrap. She was 
in evening dress. Dalmars had never seen her looking so attractive. 

“T didn’t know you kept such hours.” 

“Naturally. You are home a bit early, aren’t you?” 

“Where’ve you been?” 

“Oh, just enjoying myself. And you?” 

Dalmars looked both irritation and perplexity. 
been enjoying yourself. Of course not alone.” 

“Of course not. Have you? I saw you down at the Café Bouil-* 
lon. Just looked in. I suppose you dined there. Maybe with the 
slightly faded young woman—or was it a superfluity of powder?— 
who appeared to be teaching you the Hesitation. At least she was 
the better dancer.” 

Mrs. Dalmars touched a button, and then impatiently but grace- 


“So you’ve 





fully disposed herself upon a stool and began to remove a shoe, re- 
vealing a fetching bit of stocking. 

Dalmars moved toward her nervously. 
lowing me about?” he asked. 

She laughed. “No. It would keep me too busy, and really it 
wouldn’t be interesting.” 

“Yet you saw me at the Café Bouillon.” 

“Just an accident—or a coincidence, as I have intimated.” 

“Well, I want to know who was with you.” , 

“Tsn’t it a bit late to talk?” 

She waved him away as Dolores, her maid, appeared with hair 
in papers and rubbing her eyes. “Pardon, madame! I fell asleep!” 
And Dolores deftly began to undress her mistress. 

“But just one thing,” insisted Dalmars, moving toward the door. 
“T wish to know. Who——” 

“Not now.” There was decision in her tone and Dalmars re- 
tired. 

Mrs. Dalmars did not sleep until hours afterward. She knew 
Dalmars was long awake from the penetrating odor of successive 
cigars and from noises made with ice and glasses by his man. 

They met at breakfast at eleven o’clock. Mrs. Dalmars looked 


“Have you been fol- 














A TWO-VOLUME 


even more attractive than in the early morning. Dalmars seemed 
worried, but he was suave and strangely did not refer to their 
colloquy. 

“T’d like to go into the country for a bit,” he said. 
you'll go along.” 

“I thought you weren’t going to the country this season. 
You didn’t care to go to Bar Haven, and insisted upon leasing 
the place.” Still she smiled encouragingly. 

“But I’ve a sudden desire for the real country. Something al- 
most primitive, you know. No style, no social rumpus. The only 
thing I’d care for would be the car, to explore. Even a farmhouse. 
Don’t you think you’d like it? Of course I’ve no wish to go alone. 
What do you say?” 

“For a change, I'd like that myself.” 

“Very good! I'll arrange it to-day. We'll go at once.” He 
rose and went over to her. “What do you say to a kiss to seal the 
bargain?” 

“That’s something quite irrelevant.” 

And Dalmars saw she meant it. 

Two days later they were at a rather luxurious farmhouse owned 
by a cousin of Dalmars whose relationship had long been forgotten 
or ignored. They made the trip by motor, and there was a peculiar 
restraint on both sides even after their arrival. Dalmars, avid for 
the fresh life offered, made every effort to promote a happy under- 
standing, although he avoided the subject of their conversation of 


“That is, if 


NOVEL 








AT A 





GLANCE 


that early morning. Mrs. Dalmars gave him no sentimental encour- 
agement. 

One day they were walking in the orchard when Mrs. Dalmars, 
pointing at a glorious apple on the very top of an inviting tree, 
exclaimed “1 want that!” 

“Tf I get it will you——” 

“T’ll do anything you like,” she replied. 

Dalmars brought a ladder and started to gratify her wish. He 
was unused to the art of ladder-climbing, as well as placing ladders, 
and fell and broke a leg when half way up the tree. 

Mrs. Dalmars’s manner changed from the moment of the acci- 
dent, even though Dalmars missed the coveted apple. She nursed 
him faithfully and somewhat contritely. 

“If I had got that apple,” said he one day, “I should have asked 
you with whom you were out that time—that night we o 

“Oh, I'll tell you without the apple. I was out with Mrs. Love- 
worthy. She and I and a lot of other women whose husbands find 
amusement away from home have formed a club—just like a men’s 
club, you know—to excuse our absences while we are enjoying an 
independent life—the sort of life some men lead.” 

“The club hasn’t been organized yet, has it?” 

“Oh, yes! I belong.” 

“But, dear, do you think you ought to stay in such a club?” 

“T’m thinking it over. It depends.” 

Yet she kissed him. 

















“Gee! Jones looks gloomy! What's the matter with him?” 


Ballades of a Gay Week-ender 
The Reggie Doanes 


LIKE to visit the Reggie Doanes, 
Although their place is not close by; 
They haven't any telephones, 
Nor infants that at midnight cry. 
They never bother one, nor try 
To urge one to perform strange capers; 
But, best of all—oh, ecstasy! 
They take in several Sunday papers. 


No stint is here! With morning scones 
And coffee made deliciously, 

One sits upon the porch, and owns 
He has no cause to fret or sigh 
Oft have I waited patiently, 

At other homes, whilst Jackernapers 


Looked through the news. But here—oh, my! 


They take in several Sunday papers! 


There’s one for you, and one for Jones; 
You do not have to peep and pry 
Over his shoulder. No one loans 
You half a sheet begrudgingly. 
The front page you can read! That’s why 
The Reggie Doanes have no escapers 
I'd never wire myself—not I 
If more hosts took in several papers! 


L’ Envoi 
Dear Reggie Doanes, I'll not deny 
You're poorer than the Sutton-Drapers; 
And I'll forgive your Scotch and Rye 
You take in SEVERAL Sunday papers! 


Paul Norman 


It’s a wise fly that knows its own swatter. 











“He took the smoke cure.” 


He Wanted an Invalid 

6¢PQUT I thought that you wanted an 
active boy,” said the superintendent 
of the orphans’ home to the elderly farmer 
who had brought back a boy of ten years 
taken for two weeks “on trial.” The boy 
was returned by his possible foster parent on 

the plea that he was too “blamed active.” 
“TI did want an active boy,” was the 
reply, “but I didn’t callate on gittin’ one 
that would make a race hoss seem slow. 
Now this boy—well, you take yistiday, 
which is a sample day. Fust thing he did he 
skeered my wife almost into fits by shinnin’ 
up a tree sixty feet high an’ hangin’ by his 
feet from one o’ the highest limbs an’ then 
comin’ down the tree head fust. Then he 
clim to the roof o’ the barn an’ danced a 
jig on the ridge-pole, an’ then he slid down 
into the well on the well rope because my 
hired man dared him to. He come up on the 
rope an’ then he grabbed a vearlin’ cow 
critter by the tail an’ hung on until it had 
run half a mile, an’ then he rid a hoss all 
around the barnyard with him standin’ up 
on its back an’ when he fell off he landed on 
his feet an’ jumped three times into the air 
an’ clicked his heels together three times 
before he struck ground. He made a swing 
out o’ the clothes-line an’ swung so high he 
almost stood on his head, an’ then he chased 
a woodchuck into its hole an’ got a spade an’ 
dug it out, then he got a loose wagon wheel 
an’ started it down a long hill an’ it run into 
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“No, it cured him.” 


* And it failed >”’ 


a blind hoss a woman neighbor o’ mine was 
drivin’ an’ the hoss rared an’ plunged an’ a 
basket with ten dozen eggs she had in the 
wagon was dumped out an’ she says I got 
to pay for ’em, and then he—say, you 
better git some circus to ’dopt him. If all 
your active boys air like that I’d like to 
try one o’ your invalids, by heck!” 
-Morris Wade. 


A Huntress 
IANA-LIKE the maiden’s mien; 
Expert she was with gun and cartridge; 
She wore a hunter’s garb of green, 
And sought with me the quail and partridge. 
We ranged the tangled woodland side 
That creatures of the wild inhabit; 
To wing a plover was her pride, 
Nor did she scorn to bag a rabbit! 


Mile upon mile of moor and close 

We tramped, and she—she never wilted; 
And I admired her pose and nose 

That was so saucily uptilted. 
We lunched together on a log, 

And talked of game both big and little; 
Of love and sentimental fog 

I deemed she did not care a tittle! 


And all went well until a day 
When I sat solemn and dejected; 
Then in her eyes I saw a ray P 
That I (poor fool) had not suspected. 
Sudden she laid aside her gun 
And caught up Cupid’s bow and arrow, 
And shot a shaft—’twas only one— 
But that, it pierced me to the marrow! 
—Clinton Scollard 
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His better half—John, if you were half a man you would lift me over. 


Welcome and Twice Welcome 
LD HOME week dawned fair and 
warmer with possible showers in 
Petertown. The old homes were all ready 
for the festivities, joyous in bunting, the 
front yards freshly scythed, and waiting the 
arrival of the old homers, the first easterly 
contingent of which was due on the 9:14 
accommodation. The posters advertising 
the ball game on Wednesday between the 
married men and the grocery clerks were 
all up, as was the entire populace. Who’s 
Who in Petertown was out in force, in bug- 
gies and in automobiles, to greet the 9:14 
and what it brought. The Knights of 
Pythias military band was tuning up, and 
the committees, whose ensemble and Who’s 
Who in Petertown were synonymous, were 
as busy as anything in Petertown consist- 
ently could be. 

Jonas and Malachi Finookin were not 
members of Who’s Who in Petertown, yet, as 
editors and proprietors of the only gasolene 
vehicle conveying passengers from the depot 
to the town hall for a nickel, they had hope 
of becoming, immediately after the arrival 
of the 9:14, as busy as any member of any 
committee, indicating that the industrious 
ant, in a matter of a few minutes, would 
take on the appearance of a sloth in a post- 
prandial doze, by comparison. The 9:14 
tooted beyond the curve south of the sash 
and blind factory. The reception committee 
shuffled uneasily in new and shiny shoes. 
Malachi Finookin opened the door of the 
’bus, shining and immaculate from its early 
morning wash. Jonas Finookin took a final 
look under the hood to relieve his nervous- 
ness. The 9:14 pulled in. The crowd more 


than came up to expectations. The Who’s 
Who stepped forward with outstretched 
hands. Others who were not who watchéd 
enviously from the outskirts of the throng. 
Not so Jonas and Malachi. 
who, they too stepped forward, smiling in 
greeting and anticipation. “Welcome,” 
they said as one, to the first passenger off the 
train. ‘Welcome to our jitney.” 
—E. K. Herrick. 





Between the scales on a fish and a fish on 
the scales, there’s all the Izaak Walton. 








Though not - 


Apology for Dancing 
HEN in the minuet of old 
The dancers moved to tones of gold 
From stately harpsichords, 
What was it that so strongly drew 
From castle, hall, and palace too 
Ladies and belted lords? 


And later, when the dreamy waltz. 

With all its sentimental faults, 

Delighted hearts by scores, 

‘Twas thought no dance expressed so well! 
The dreams Romance delights to tell, 
A-glide on polished floors. 


But now more sprightly ambulation 
Is & la mode: the Hesitation, 

The Tango’s dip and swing; 

These are the débutantes to-day, 
These daughters of Terpsichore, 
These Graces on the wing! 


Oh, minuet, waltz, and tango gay, 
You passing passions of a day! 
You represent the same 
Emotion in the race profound, 
For which expression must be found, 
And doubtless—Love’s the name! 
—Dixie Wolcou 


Unseemly Haste 
Joy Rider (stopped by rural constable)— 
Haven’t we got any rights left in this coun- 
try? Doesn’t the constitution guarantee 
us life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness? 
Constable—It don’t guarantee no man the 
pursuit of happiness at go miles an hour 


An Arborologist 
Mr. Jolly—I know what sort of a tree 
your family tree would be, Miss Polly. 
Miss Polly (expecting him to say, “‘a peach 
tree’’)—Tee Hee! What sort of a tree, Mr 
Jolly? 
Mr. Jolly—A Nut tree. 


Ha! Ha! 











“Will you please stand up straight, mister, so we can get the goat past?” 











B E T W E EN 


By CYRIL 





HE CURTAIN had just fallen on the first act of “The Duke 
of Killicrankie,” and the tired-business-man was grumbling. 
He is always candid. 

“T thought this was going to be a musical show,” he complained. 
“Tt ought to be; it’s got a musical comedy title.” 

“Tt might as well be a musical comedy,” said the critic authori- 
tatively. “It’s almost as bad as one.” 

“Why?” I ventured timidly. 

“Tt’s out of date,” said the critic. ‘Old-fashioned construction, 
mid-Victorian dialogue, and medieval humor. 
Bah! compare it with one of our modern come- 
dies.” 

That was just what I had been doing—but I 
was afraid to say so. The critic wouldn’t have 
liked it. 

And here the débutante rippled into the con- 
versation. 

“T wouldn’t mind its being old-fashioned,” 
she said, “if it weren’t so slow. Why, I haven’t 
had a thrill yet!” 

I turned to the suburbanite for succor, but 
didn’t find it. Unfortunately the suburbanite 
had just discovered from the program that this 
play was to be followed by another—one “Rosa- 
lind”—and he was neck-deep in the slough of 
despondency. It was unfair, he insisted, in bit- 
ter undertones, for a manager to try to foist fwo plays upon a 
man the same evening. Great Scott! wasn’t it hard enough to get 
a seat on the 11:15, after an ordinary performance, without being 
forced to sit through a double bill and miss the fool thing entirely? 
The drama certainly was degenerating. 

Thus I found myself unanimously opposed: the suburbanite 
objecting to the unpardonable length, the tired-business-man to 
the misleading title; the critic lamenting the play’s old-fashionedness, 
the débutante its lack of thrills. I was forced to admit the justice 
of all four indictments, and yet—after a steady diet of wronged- 
working-girl dramas and lost-baby farces, I found this misnamed, 
old-fashioned, non-thrilling comedy positively delightful. But then, 
I never was much of a judge of such things. 

The tired-business-man, elated at finding his opinion of the 
play upheld so unanimously, proceeded to carry further critical 
coals to Pittsburgh (which is the most literary figure I can apply 
to the tired-business-man’s methods of procedure). 

“Compare this play with ‘ Hit-the-Trail Holliday,’” he said, 
“and you'll see how different two comedies can be.” 

To this statement I was quite ready to agree; but the tired- 
business-man continued his analytical observations. 
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“That play will succeed,” he proclaimed, “because there isn’t 
anything artificially high-brow about it.” 

“T think,” remarked the débutante, “that it will succeed be- 
cause each act ends with a perfectly sweet thrill.” 

“The play will succeed,” said the suburbanite, as authoritatively 
as he ever said anything, “because it snaps right along until train 
time—and then stops.” 

Personally I felt that the play would succeed because it was 
written by one George Michael Cohan. Further I would not go, 
I have never found it advisable to criticize the 
blemishes of a Cohan play or to praise its vir- 
tues. No one ever agrees with you on either 
point. The critic must have agreed with me, for 
he hadn’t a word to say—though I knew that 
his critical soul was yearning to make an epigram 
about the use of Billy Sunday as the subject for 
a drama. 

But the débutante, as usual, diverted the 
conversation into other streams. This time she 
wanted to know what was our opinion of the 
new motion picture drama, “The Battle Cry of 
Peace.” Her inquiry was innocent enough, 
but it created quite a torrent of scholarly and 
unscholarly comment. All four of us answered 
the débutante’s question simultaneously—which 
wouldn’t have been so bad, if she hadn’t in- 
sisted on answering it herself. When quiet had been restored— 
by a mutual desire to discover what effect our own arguments 
were having on one another—it developed that opinion on “The 
Battle Cry of Peace” was highly diversified. 

The tired-business-man hadn’t seen the picture in question, but 
maintained that the motion picture could never attain the heights 
of the musical comedy, because it couldn’t have any music, or any 
chorus to sing it even if it had. 

The débutante contended that the motion picture theatre offered 
an almost unlimited field for thrills, and that you couldn’t find any- 
thing on the regular stage half so exciting as the military love scenes 
in ‘“The Battle Cry of Peace.” 

The critic declared that the motion picture appealed solely to 
the mob, and, ipso facto, was a vice which should be immediately 
and effectively suppressed. While the suburbanite maintained that 
moving pictures were a blessing, since they permitted a noiseless 
and almost invisible escape in time to catch any conceivable train. 

I summoned all my courage and was just about to venture 
an opinion of my own when, without warning, the lights flickered 
out and the curtain rose on the second act of “The Duke of 
Killicrankie.”’ 














6¢ A THALIE,” by Robert W. Chambers. 

Summer furs are, at present writing, 
no more popular than hurling facetious jibes 
at Robert W. Chambers’s _pot-boiling 
propensities. At the risk of being vulgarly 
low-brow, we contend that Mr. Chambers’s 
books are rather accurate reflections of the 
life of a certain portion of American society. 
We are even bold enough to admit that we 
actually like to read one of his novels, quite 
as much for the faithful dialogue as for the 
sense of reminiscence that accompanies 
the process. 

In this reminiscence lies our chief objec- 
tion to Mr. Chambers’s novels. One lady 
“about as perfect as they make ’em” would 
not be so bad; but forty are depressing. 
Mr. Chambers’s heroines are individual 
only when he employs a new artist to 
illustrate his endeavors. We can’t help 
wishing that they did not universally keep 
their “hands and feet ... snowy and 
satin smooth,” by “nightly groomings” 
with “an array of bottles, vials, jars, 
lotions, creams, and scents.” And that 
his heroes didn’t always call upon the 
fair ladies when the latter were arrayed 
in “somewhat intimate costumes.” The 
blemish is not so much artificiality, as 
monotony. 

# 

“Five Fridays,” by Frank R. Adams. 
A group of young men and women are 
imprisoned on an island from which there is 
no immediate escape. Worse than this, 
there is no visible food, save filtered water. 
Out of such a situation the author builds an 
amusing, semi-romantic story. En route 
he manages to satirize the feministic heroine 
who attempts to apply health magazine 
hintsand diet fads to cactus plants and cocoa- 
nut trees. The story is as amusing as it is 
impossible. 

# 

“The Brocklebank Riddle,” by Hu- 
bert Wales. It is the “riddle” rather than 
the “Brocklebank” that is interesting, in 
this rather surprising novel. “Brockle- 
bank” is merely a London corn merchant 
who dies of heart-failure while climbing 
Mont Blanc, in Switzerland. The “rid- 


dle” is, how can Brocklebank conveniently 
in splendid 


appear in his London office, 


n g Ss ent 


health, after his body has been publicly 
cremated? Perhaps you can guess the an- 
swer. But probably you'll have to read the 
book first. 

2 

“A Man’s Code,” by W. B. M. Fer- 
guson. In the ninth inning of an exciting 
game the star shortstop suddenly makes a 
wild throw that costs his team the cham- 
pionship. This is obviously a very foolish 
thing for the shortstop to do. He is accused 
of having sold the game for ten thousand 
dollars. The shortstop fights according to 
the “‘man’s code,” but his accuser is the 
most celebrated baseball writer in the 
country. Of course it develops that the 
two men were once college friends, and that 
the baseball authority has a very charming 
half-sister—thereby proving that it’s an ill 
heave that throws nobody good. 

# 

“The Winner,” by William Winter. A 
young mechanic invents a new automobile 
engine which is capable of making unpre- 
cedented speed, by virtue of having no 
valves, or no shafts, or some such mys- 
terious arrangement. But the president of 
the automobile company scoffs at the idea. 
Corporation presidents always do this—in 





ROBERT W. CHAMBERS 


© neces 


novels. They never grab at new ideas. 
That’s why they’re presidents. But the 
young mechanic builds a car and foils his 
enemies and wins a great race. Also a lady. 
And if you’re interested in racing slang and 
broad humor and underhanded villains, 
you can read this book quite as swiftly as 
the mechanical marvel drives his racing 
prodigy. 
* 

“Lost Sheep,” by Vere Shortt. A 
British officer, having gambled away the 
best part of his life, is led by fate to an out- 
post of the French Foreign Legion in Africa. 
There he meets a woman and plunges into 
a series of marvelous escapades. The author 
describes the life in a French army outpost 
with considerable frankness. It would seem 


from his tale that atrocities were not in- 


vented in Belgium. Perhaps his novelized 
account of bestialities is aimed at correc- 


tion. Perhaps it is realism. 
# 
“The Crayon Clue,” by Minnie J. 
Reynolds. This is not, as the title might 


lead one to expect, a new exploit of the cele- 
brated Sherlock Holmes. It is the story of 
a school teacher who rebels at the inferior 
crayons she is compelled to use, andstarts 
a campaign for an honest school-board and 
clean politics. Incidentally she wins a 
husband. We say “incidentally” because 
the author is an earnest feminist, and possi- 
bly might not care to have the mere winning 
of a husband rival the chalk business in 
importance. 
a 

“Jimmy’s Gentility,”” by Henry Francis 
Dryden. The plot of this novel is almost 
complicated enough to attract the editor of 
a children’s magazine. It creeps through 
knot-holes, rebounds from blind-alley walls 
and, at frequent intervals, swallows itself 
entirely. There is no adventure too hair- 
raising for the red-headed hero. He races 
gaily from Sacramento to Dalmatia, with 
excitement every inch of the way. If the 
character-drawing and the probability of the 
tale received one per cent. of the attention 
that is devoted to the plot, we should un- 
doubtedly have the greatest novel of the 
century. As it is, Dickens and Thackeray 
still hold their own. 
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the boy ferret- 
er, squeezes 
his ribs against 


those of the 
umbrella. He 
is waiting for rain to drive 
Point 7 his way. While 
Herb is busy you've a great 
chance to hunt it in the 
package |! 






Memorize Points | to 6: 


Point |—Crowded with flavor 
Point 2—Velvety body—NOGRIT 
Point 3—Crumble-proof 

Point 4—Sterling purit 

Point 5—From a dayli he factory 
Point 6—Untouched by hands 


Point @) (fsarect 


The STERLING GUM CO., Inc. 
Long Island City New York 
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PEPPERMINT — RED WRAPPER 
CINNAMON = BLUE WRAPPER 

































| Be An Artist 


AKE Money Drawing Comic Pictures. 
world’s 
spill a few ideas into your head. 
it’s chuck full of valuable suggestions. 
postpaid. Bound in 3-4 Morocco. 
anteed. 


BRUNSWICK BUILDING 





Let the 
famous cartoonist, Eugene Zimmerman, 
Get the Zim Book— 
Price $1.00 
Satisfaction guar- 
Money back if book returned in ten days. 


| Address Zim Book Desk 10-9 


NEW YORK 
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HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warchouses: 


OUSE 





20 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N. J. 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


THE MODERN WOMAN 


Facts 


CADOGAN 


Suffrage 


By ANNA 


Looking Backward 
S LONG as men had a corner on educa- 
tion and literature they made the 
world think that they also had a corner 
on courage. 

Woman’s reputation was at their mercy, 
and how scant that mercy was, is shown by 
the fact that at the time when pioneer women 
in America were protecting their homes and 
children from Indians with the weapons 
and courage of men, the literature of the 
day depicted woman as a timid soul unequal 
to the facing of a small rodent—as though a 
man did not jump when a mouse ran up his 
trousers leg. 

But the emergence of woman as an edu- 
cated person able and willing to state her 
case, and reinforced by 
the daily newspaper has 
changed all that. Be- 
lated editors still write 
editorials on the weaker 
sex, but to be put to 
the lie by their own 
news columns. The 
Slocum, the Paris Ba- 
zar fire, the Eastland: 
every disaster faced 
equally by men and 
women, reveals women 
as anything but short 
on poise and fortitude. 

This being so, asks 
the suffragist, why send 
men forth alone to face 
the perils of politics? 


She Was Able 

He had come down 
from Fulton to see the 
sights at the State Fair at Syracuse, but the 
sight of a woman in the band stand exhorting 
the crowd to vote “no” on the woman suf- 
frage amendment “got his goat,”’ as he said, 
and he promptly went up and told her what 
he thought about her. 

“Why, man,” she responded, “would you 
want your wife to sit on a jury?” 

Whereupon wifey, who was trotting along 
at his side, piped up, “Huh, I could sit on the 
jury and the judge too, if necessary.” 


What Converted Him 

‘Suffrage meeting here in fifteen minutes. 
Come and listen. Perhaps we can convert 
you,” called out the barker at the street cor- 
ner of a New York State village. 

“Why, Miss,” responded an elderly man 
as he drew near, “I was converted fifteen 
years ago. Never shall I forget the day that 
I went down to the polls and saw the political 
workers bring in a male idiot and vote him. 
I marched straight home and said to my 
wife, ‘Mary, it’s time we had your vote.’’ 





If a man could always have his own way, 
he would soon lose his way in this world. 
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SETTING THE KEYSTONE 








rn ” Ch 


- 


g\Z 
ti 


C7 


and Fancies 


ETZ 


The Law's Kindness 
Y PENSIONING widows only—and no 
grass mentioned in the Specifications 
either—New York virtually says to an 
pressed or deserted wife: If you poison your 
husband and don’t let us catch you at it, 
the state will support you. 

By inflicting a jail sentence on d 
husbands, New York virtually says to g 
worthless man: Oh, so you will not support 
your family? Well, then we will support 
you. 

And he is given a ride in an automobile to 
the county seat where he is furnished with a 
bed and three meals a day while his wife 
continues to practice athletics at the wash 
board, and his children are glad to get any- 
thing to eat and watch 
the automobiles go by. 

By pensioning only 
those widows who af- 
firm that they cannot 
and will not support 
their children, New 
York virtually puts a 
bounty on_ indifferent 
mothers and penalizes 
the mother who at any 
sacrifice will keep her 
home intact and her 
children with her. 

On the platform 
when the statesman 
mentions home and 
mother it is to weep 
| with sympathy and 
tr; ) adulation. 

In the platform that 
blossoms into legisla- 
tion, “home and 
mother” seldom get a “‘look-in,” and when 
it does it is apt to be cross-eyed, as these 
instances illustrate. 





The Ins and the Outs 

The world has always been divided into 
two classes: the people who are In and the 
people who are Out. The Outs never get 
In, if the Ins know it. 

That is the case of woman suffrage in 4 
nutshell. If women were the voters and 
men stood politically on a pedestal with 
criminals and idiots and children, the 
struggle necessary for them to succeed in 
getting down and off would repeat in every 
detail the history of woman suffrage in the 
last half century. 

Just as the right of counsel and appeal for 
prisoners had to be won over the protest of 
bench and bar; just as the men teachers ia 
New York City were the most bitter 
opponents of equal pay for women teachers, 
so it is that the Ins ever line up against the 
Outs. 

Woman suffrage makes its strongest 
appeal as a part of the oncoming of demo 
racy under which there will be no Outs. 
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Yams of the Ball Players 


GOEWEY 


By ED A. 





Oscar Vitt, Detroit Tigers 


(I JERE’S a true yarn, as well as a 

humorous one, about a couple of 
good baseball pals,” said Oscar Vitt, third 
baseman of the Detroit Tigers. ‘They 
are Ray Schalk, the White Sox great 
catcher, and ‘Nemo’ Leibold. These two 
players were together on the Milwaukee 
Club of the American Association. They 
roomed together and were comrades. They 
went around together, wore each othcr’s 
neckties and knew the same crowd of girls 
in Milwaukee. As time went on Schalk 
was purchased by the Chicago outfit and 
Leibold went to the Cleveland Naps. This 
did not interfere with their friendship, how- 
ever, and except during the progress of a 
ball game they were the closest chums. 

“One day, with Jim Scott pitching, the 
White Sox got into a jam. With two out, 
the Naps had the bases full, and ‘Nemo’ 
Leibold was sent in to bat in the pinch by 
Manager Birmingham. Schalk decided to 
play a little joke on his one time roommate 
and, incidentally, get Scott out of a hole if 
possible. Leibold sauntered to the plate, 
swung his bat and waited for Scott to pitch. 
Schalk gave the signal for a groove ball and 
then asked ‘Nemo’ if he had received a 
letter from Mary recently. 

“The Nap player turned half round. 
‘No, Ray, she hasn’t written to me in weeks. 
Wonder what’s the matter?’ Scott had 
shot the ball through and the umpire called, 
‘Strike one.’ 

“*That’s funny,’ replied Ray, ‘I thought 
she wrote at least once a week.’ 

““Guess she’s too busy to write,’ said 
Leibold, glancing around again. Another 
ball shot across the plate and, “Strike two,” 
yelled the umpire. The two coachers on the 
lines frantically tried to give ‘Nemo’ the 
signal to hit, as they failed to understand 
why he stood at the plate like a man in a 
trance. 

“Well, I heard from Helen,’ exclaimed 
Schalk. “She’s going to Michigan on a 
two weeks’ trip.” 

“Gee, but that’s great,’ answered Lei- 
bold, keeping his bat at his shoulder. 

“You bet she is,’ grinned Ray as the 
third strike whizzed over the plate and the 
umpire snapped, ‘Batter out.’” 











Faces glow with smiles of 
anticipation when 


NABISCO 
Sugar Wafers 


are served. The sweet, creamy filling 
‘tween wafers of airy lightness blend 
in a harmony of delicate goodness. 
Nabisco are equally appropriate as a 
confection or as an accompaniment 
to any dessert. In ten-cent and 
twenty-five-cent tins. 



















FESTINO—Like an almond in appearance, 
but a dessert confection of delicate good- 
ness with almond-flavored creamy filling. 


NATIONAL BISCUIT 
COM PANY 





WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 
simple thing to patent. Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for ‘Needed Inventions” and “‘How to Get 
Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., Patent 


. Constant demand ‘ote all le 
Foe sn Och, coe PHS MAES Des REE : 
0 Atlas Cincinnati, Ohio Attorneys, Dept. 1290, Washington, D. C. 
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ATLAS PUBLISHING CO 44 Building 

















§ | STOP A MINUTE READ | AGENTS 


DROP THE DEAD ONES. AWAKE! START WITH THIS NEW 
INVENTION. THE 20th CENTURY WONDER. Nes aa 
Get started in an honest, clean, reliable, permanent, money-making 
business. Sold on a money-back guarantee 


The Blackstone Water Power Vacuum Massage Machine 
For the Home. Ne Cost te Operate. Lasts Life-Time. 


Ne Competition. New Field. New Business. Price within reach of all. 

That's why it's easy to sell. Endorsed by Doctors and Masseurs. Re- 

moves Blackheads, Pimples, Wrinkles, rounds out any part of the face or 
body, brings back Nature's beauty. Almost instant relief can be given all kinds of pains, 
such as Rheumatism, Headache, Uackache, Neuralgia, and many times a permanent relief. 
A demonstration econvinees the most skeptical person. Sales easily made. 


Read On! What Others Do, So Can You. 
Parkers writes, sold eight machines first day. Margwarth says, | am making $19.00 
per day. Schermerhorn, eight dozen machines first month. Shaffer writes, am selling 
four out of five demonstrations Vaughn. orders one dozen, four days later wires ‘‘ship six 
dozen by first Express.”” Lewis, sells four first hour. Men, women, everybody makes money. 
No experience necessary. Protected territory to active workers, Weown all patents. Big 
book entitled.“The Power and Love of Beanty and Health,’ Free, Investigate now, today. 
A postal will do. A big surprise awaits you. Address, 
TOLEDO, OHIO 


BLACKSTONE M'F’'G CO., 104 Meredith Bidg., 


MAKE MONEY HERE 
START NOW — TODAY 
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Pu Help You to| Foreign Humor 
| Success in P 
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If you are plodding along in a dull 
rut—underpaid—gnashing your teeth— 
with an unfilled ambition to 
“*get ahead’*—to be somebody—I can 
positively help you to be the man you 
want to be. I have helped thou- 
sands of others who gladly tes- 
tify for me. I will help YOU. 
Read and learn for your own 
sake. J, E. MARKUS, Pres., 
American Cor. Scheol of Law 
The successful man is 
the legally trained man. 
In business —in politics — in 
society he isthe leader. Know 
the law and there is no limit to 
your chance for advancement. And here 1s your chance. 


Law Offer 


Grea tes # Ever Made 
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“T don’t ’old with this ’ere vaccination, 
Mrs. Green. What’s vaccination done for 


my little Tommy? Since I ’ad ’im done, pr 
I will bring this legal training to you—at your ’e’s ’ad whooping cough, chicken pox, be 
own home—by mail. I will bring our complete Home Study Law measles—in fact, ever ything but smallpox!’ 
Course—not abbreviated or condensed—for a few cents a day. —Punch London . w 


Think of it! Do not make any plans for your future until you 
get my remarkable Special Offer, No other institution ever 
offered you such a 
wonderful oppor- 
tunity tocommence 
to get ahead imme- 
diately. Don't de- 
Jay. Send in the 
coupon now while 
my offer lasts. 


Big Law Library Twelve massive yol- 
With Every Course ~:; ey Ag 


work on Law ever prepared especially for correspondence in- 
struction. Teaches law by actual practice in your own home. 
Text B-ok, Case and Lecture Methodscombined —same as big univer- 
sities, Everything complete, simple, fascinating. Graduate correspond- 
ence students hold highest records—are most successful in passing bar 
examinations. bay any guarantee to qpack— 

—any graduate failing to pass the bar examination. 


Send the Coupon 
Get This Special Offer 


No matter who you are, what your occupation or 
education may be, you can now learn law quickly and easily, at 
home, during spare time. Our simplified Home Study Course 
makes Law eay. Investigate now. Mail the coupon at once and I will 
po Aa send you full particulars free. Also our big 171l-page book 
How to Learn Law.” Seat FREE. No obligations. 
J. E. MARKUS, President 
of Law ne oe 


Correspondence School 
Manhattan Building, Dept. 2477 Chicago, Ill. 


Economy 
Cleanliness 
Personal Attention 


Fort 
Dearborn 


Hotel 


CHICAGO 


Genetic LaSalle Street Station— 
LaSalle Street at Van Buren. 

An outside room with private bath 
or toilet for 


$1.50, $2.00, $2.50 
No Higher 
Hotel Sterman Company 
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Use This Chest FREE 
Moth- 











I would like to know all about the new Special Offer you are per- Sudden Proof 
sonally making for the study of Law at home, ous spare time, so “EN. . . — 
I send me, FREE, without obligation, full details, also your big 171- His marriage was most unexpected, I Red 


believe?” 


J pace book on * “How to Learn Law,’ 
“Rather! Especially to him!”—Sydney Cedar 








| 0 a —~ Bulletin. 15 Days’ 
| Free 
J ADpREss — | a! alli a y mat Trial 
} >) ae At +4 How happy and grateful the 
a Saal woman or girl who becomes the proud 
possessor of a Piedmont Southern Red Cedar Freight 















Chest! It isthe gift that every womanly heart longs Prepaid 
for. Exquisitely beautiful. Daintily fragrant. Won 

derfully useful and economical. Practically everlasting. A Pledmest pre 
tects furs, woolens and plumes from moths. mice, dust and damp. Atv 
Piedmont shipped on 15 cays’ free trial. Direct from factory at new 
duced prices. Write for 64-page catalog. Postpaid free. Write today. 


PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHEST CO.. Dept. 60, STATESVILLE, 3.0 


¢10 Cents a Day 


Pays tor This Cornet a ae fa thks wager Trin is 
paw Ay He Write fox for our i Getore'y 
WURKIZER Free Band Catalog rite er 


F .BES SABRE. Is Bee. 
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With Your Name Stamped In Gold Leaf 

By Mail With Pocket 
25c Postpa‘d 40c for Pen Kaile 
Convenient, prevents keys from rust- 
ing, saves clothing and is a neat case 
for the pocket Made 
black leather with key rin 
Write for Illustrated Ca 


Mr 
— 
Danda Leather Goods and N Eve: 
Bitters 
best, 










ROMEIKE?’S wit vcod sou a new 


will send you all newspaper 

clippings which may ay pear 

oy aren ee “an toa = pele pa Sympathetic Onlooker—Pore dear! How 
. ad . . Saw apt .. fi . i. 9 if 

riodical of importance in the United States and short cr skirt is! Is pose she’s ’ad to skimp 

is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. it a bit owin’ to this dratted war.—London 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. Opinion. 
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‘Stories with Smiles 


Back At the Priest—An 

. was reproved by his priest for 

ing sausages On Friday. ; 

“Sure, Father Tim, ye don’t call sausages 

>” he protested. ¥ 

“Certainly they are meat, said his 
aes pest day the Irishman appeared at 

riest’s house with a load of sawdust. 

“But, Michael, I did not order any saw- 
dust; it was wood I ordered.’ ; 

“And isn’t it wood I’ve brought ye?” 

“No, it isn’t; it’s sawdust. 

“But, Father Tim, if sausage is meat, 
sure isn’t sawdust wood?”—Boston Tran- 
script. 

One on the Water Wagon —The 
alialfa delegate was paying his first visit to 
acity of any size Standing along the side- 
walk, he chanced to see a sprinkling cart 
coming down the street, and no sooner had 
he set eyes on the thing than he began to 

like the boy at a minstrel show. 

“Say, old pal,” he remarked hilariously, 
punching a cop in the ribs, “don’t that just 
beat all?” ; 

“Pon’t what beat all?” responded the 
wondering cop. “What’s the joke?” 

“Just look at that feller on that wagon 
replied the alfalfa party, pointing to the 
sprinkler. “That derned chump won’t 
have a drop of water left by the time he 
gets home!” —Philadelphia Telegraph. 


1? 


A Long Wait—The self-made man 
stalked into the office of a great financier 
with whom he had an appointment. 

“You probably don’t remember me,” 
he began, “but twenty years ago, when I 
was a poor messenger boy, you gave me a 
message to carry—”’ 

“Yes, yes!” cried the financier. ““Where’s 
the answer?” —Argonaut. 


Lucky Man—The prisoner threw the 
magazines across his cell in disgust, and 
cursed eloquently. 

“Nothin’ but continued stories,” he 
growled, “an’ I’m to be hung next Tuesday.” 
—Chicago Herald. 


Change for the Better—‘“We were 
ing along,” said a recent traveler on 
abeal South African single line railway, “at 
the rate of about seven miles an hour and 
the whole train was shaking terribly. I 
tipect d every moment to see my bones 
protruding through my skin. Passengers 
were rolling from one end of the car to the 
other. I held on firmly to the arms of the 
sat. Presently we settled down a bit 
quieter; at least I could keep my hat on 
and my teeth didn’t chatter. 

“There was a quiet looking man opposite 
me. I looked up with a ghastly smile, 
wishing to appear cheerful, and said: 

"We are going a bit smoother, I see.’ 

~ Yes,’ he said, ‘we’re off the track now.’” 
Chicago News. 


yitmning his Tip—“Now, guard,” said 
t. Pilkington to the English railway of- 








Every lover of i insi ; 
Bitters be 4a good cocktail should insist that Abbott’s 
used in making it; insures your getting the ver 
best. C.W. Abbott & Co", Baltimore, Md. (ADV) 







































1r years old and so thin and so tired—so 
much work and so little to eat—no wonder the poor 
child lost heart when they took from her that last 
comfort—the old copy of Grimm’s Fairy Tales. But she 
knew the stories by heart; so when this rider came to 
the rescue she recognized him at once as the Fairy Prince. 
It isa wonderful story, full of surprises, full of the charm 
and the love that has made this country a slave to 


O. HENRY 


With sure, swift strokes he drives his story home. 

Never a word is wasted. From the first word the 

interest starts, and you are carried on in the 
sure magic of his vivid sentences to a swift 
unexpected climax. 


stories—bits of life—standing out sharp and clean 
cut from his pages. As the years go by our wonder 
grows greater—as the years go by—his fame grows 
greater—the wisdom—the understanding—the love 
—the humor—the sweetness of these pages. Always 
healthy in their influence—always facing truth 
when truth has to be told—a bracer to the heart 
and mind—while the tears and laughter struggle 
together and neither wins. Don't get him to re 
him once—you'll read him a hundred times—and 
find him each time as fresh and unexpected as at 
the first. He puts his finger on Fe pulse-strings 
and plays on them to your ight and your 
surprise. That is the mystery of O. Henry—his 
power beyond understanding. 


O. Henry has come to permeate American life. 
Wherever you go—whatever you read—you meet 
O. Henry. Inthe news stories from the war, there 
are intimate references to O. Henry—at social gath- 
erings—at hunt meets—on the road—everywhere 
everybody knows O. Henry and refers lovingly to 
his people and his stories. 

The founder of a new literature. No won 
der the sale goes up and up—higher and higher 
each day. mg ago he reached beyond the 
world’s record for short stories. 1,200,000 al- 
ready in the United States. How many in 
France and England—Germany—Africa—Asia and 
Australia—we cannot tell. onderful stories he 
tells—to be sure—but they are more vivid than 

greatest he ever wrote—the red, red stories 


K i p l i n g Give n offightand the keen bluestoriesofpeace. Mudge , 


Send the books back—the whole 18—if they're not the big- 9” 10-9-15 
Send No Money gest, the best you ever saw or read. Better than moving Review 


Toget your prompt action we give you, free, 
Kipling in six volumes—179 stories—the 


»ictures—for these are permanent, real moving pictures of life. Better than classics, ,” of Reviews 
} or these are the living stories of today, from Mandalay on China Bay to 34th Street 80 ant Pisce 


and Broadway, and from Piccadilly to the Mexican 
border ranch. Send the coupon before it is too hate. 
Get both sets shipped at once free on approval. 

45 Short 25c a week pays for O. Henry. The Kipling is 
Stories free. Send the coupon and put the 18 books on 

2 Long Novels our library shelves and the new joy in your 

O. HENRY eart. months for the O. Henry set only and 

12 volumes bound in Don’t wait till tomorrow and be retain the Kipling set without charge. 

green silk cloth and sorry. Send Coupon today and 4f Otherwise I will; within ten days, return 


Send me on approval, 
charges paid by you, O. 
¢ Henry's works in 12 vol- 

ul 











volume set of Kipling Lound 
in cloth. If 1 keep the books, I 
will remit $1 per month for 15 


" id ; illus- both . 
Boe te copiers | be glad. eos ot yume eapenee 
stories ; one long novel e e r\ TPE «0.0 0:06050 0006006 00066066 0800808 
KIPLING | Review of ReviewSC0. A.diress....--sccececeer eeeveesnee, 
6 volumes, 179 stories s 


Irving Place PN... sé ocxtind§ cpitasanegeiageenn ‘ 
so The rich ye edition of O. Henry costs only a few cents more a 
volume and ding 


New York , proved a favorite binding. For this luxurious bin 
= change above to $1.50 a month for 13 montbs. 


and poems; one long 
novel; red silk cloth; 
gold tops. 
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Drunkenness ING KEELEY INSTITUTES: 






Pittsburg, Pa., 4246 Fifth Ave. 
a ia, Pa., 812 N. Broad St. 


And Drug Using 
Can Be Overcome 
Our treatment has stood 
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the test of thirty-five years ffab Orchard, ky. Portland, Maine 
snes ‘ . Columbus, Ohio 

and benefitted half a million. inela Guatemala City’ Guat. Seattle, Tesh 

Does not nauseate. Only medi - qlacksoaville, Fla. Waukesha, Wis. 
, Grand » Mich., , 

cal experts allowed to give the 735-35 rtawe Ave., N.W. poe 6 Pee, 

remedies in our own institutions. Omaha aesac 5 Sts. + ~ore 








YOUR MONEY BACK INFULLANYTIME 
WITHIN ONE YEAR NO DEDUCTIONS 


direct at wholesale prices--convince your- 

Compare our values. You assume no risk 
as no sale is considered final unless you are 
satisfied. As diamond importers, cutters and 
wholesale jewelers selling direct to you we 
eliminate 4 profits or 407%--107% on importing 
diamonds--10% on cutting diamonds--107% the 
diamond cutter's profit--and 10% the whole- 
saler's profit. Send now for free catalog. 


Any make--any grade--any size--all guaranteed 
latest models and never run outside of factory 
test. Compare prices below--Catalog contains 
® tremendous assortment of watches--diamonds 
~rings and jewelry. 28 years of honest mer- 
chandise--honest prices and square dealing. {J 
Save the traveling man's expenses and retailer's 
profit, which is 407%, 
. 7 Jewel Figin . 
15 Jewel Waltham . 








17 Jewel G. M. Wheeler, 
No. 940, 21-J. Hamilton, 
¥ 23-J, Riverside Maximus, 


ADDRESS ---------- - 


STABLISED 
oEePT.28 


COR.BTMECHESTNUT 
PHILADELPHIA, PENNA. 





1 will send my 25c book 


Improve Your Face 
By Making Faces 


for 10c, stamps or coin 


This beok contains a complete course of 
instructions in Physical Culture for 
the face 


More than 90,000 persons are follow- 
ing these instructions to-day. They will 
do more to build beauty than all the 
paint and powder in the world, for they 
get right at the root of your facial defects 
and overcome them. 

Not simple or silly. Just Physical 
Culture applied to facial muscles, com- 
mon sense, that’sall. If you want to improve your looks send 10c 
for this book to-day, at once, while it's on your mind. 


PROF. ANTHONY BARKER 
6041 Barker Bidg., 110 W. 42nd Street, N. Y. C. 











Bl QW Fei niearine 


THE MAGIC SHOP ‘20 N. 15% St. Phila.. Pa. 





Newspapers, Etc. 


. Earn Big Money 

All ranches of Art Tanght RY MAI1LorLocalClasses. 

Write for illustrated booklet, terms and list of successful pupils. 
ASSOCIATED ART STUDIOS, 2124 Flatiron Bldg., N. Y. 
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POSITIVELY REMOVES ALL ODORS 
and relieves scalded, sweaty condition of the feet. 


Guaranteed. By mail, in plain wra 
H. F. MACK C b, 








oO” Dene’ b DETROIT, MICHIGAN 
Gi FOR ; MEN OF BRAINS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST 








ficial, ‘remember if I have this carriage all 
to myself for the entire journey, you will 
receive a half crown from me.” 

“Very good, sir,”’ said the guard, and he 
locked the door and went to his brake to 
think how he could invest that half crown 
when he got it. All went well till hey got 
to a station about the middle of the journey, 
and then an irascible gentleman pulled at 
the door of Pilkington’s carriage. 

“Guard, guard!” he called, “open this 
door! I know your tricks. I’ve got the 
right to travel in this carriage, and I mean 
to do it!” 

The guard hurried up; but, wonder of 
wonders, he whispered a few words to the 
irascible gentleman, after which that gentle- 
man went quietly away to seek room else- 
where. 

“How did you manage it?” Pilkington 
asked the guard at the end of the journey, 
as he pressed the promised half crown into 
his hand. “How did you manage to get 
that bad-tempered old chap to go away so 
quietly?” 

“Oh, that was easy,” replied the guard. 
“T only just told ’im you were a bit wrong 
in the ’ead.””—Philadel phia Ledger. 


He Was That Party—A colored man 
called at Mrs. Baxley’s looking for work. 

“What is your name?” she asked, after 
hiring him. 

“Mah name is Poe, ma’am,” was the 
answer. 

“Poe!” she exclaimed. “Perhaps some 
of your family worked for Edgar Allen Poe; 
did they?” 

The colored man opened his eyes wide 
with amazement. 

“Why—why, ma’am,” he said, as 
he pointed a dusky finger at himself — 
“why, Ah am Edgah Allan Poe!”—Lippin- 


coltt’s. 


Preparing a Finish—‘ That feller Mor- 
gan Buttles is terrible unpopular,” said 
one mountaineer. 

“We'll have to git rid o’ him somehow,” 
replied the old moonshiner. 

“Yes. But we don’t want to do nothin’ 
in a way that ain’t legitimate an’ customary. 
You know he has p’litical ambitions.” 

“T’ve heard so. But he ain’t got no pull.” 

“Ves, he has. An’ you an’ your relations 
want to stand back o’ me when I put the 
case up to our congressman. We'll git 
Buttles app’inted a revenue inspector an’ 
then let nature take its course.’”’—W ashing- 
ton Star. 


The Law On Pies—A reader wrote 
to the Arkansas City Traveler, asking what 
a young man should do when he sat on a 
custard pie at a picnic. The editor advised 
him to remain there until the others went 
home. However, there are those who dis- 
agree with the Traveler. editor’s advice. 
There are those even who advise throwing 
the remains of the pie into the lap of the 
woman who brought it along. 


Anyone who takes a custard pie on a“ 


picnic deserves whatever may happen to her. 
Custard pie is, or should be, strictly an in- 
door enterprise. No pie without a sub- 
stantial top crust should be allowed on 
a picnic.—Kansas City Star. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 
ay) ay | has made it famous." 
six glass stoppered bottles. (ADVT ) 








Thrills with Aut 
Pleasures — 


Fle. 
fouf 


Fills with Joy 
Good Restaurants, Saloons and Dealers 


HOTEL LENOX 


North St., at Delaware Ave., 


Buffalo, N. Y. 


An ideal Hotel for tourists, motor parties and all who 
appreciate a quiet, select hotel with beautiful gy. 
roundings. 















EUROPEAN PLAN 
Room with Privilege of Bath 


For one person- - - - - = - = = = = $150 

For two persons - - - - - - - = = - $2.00 per day 
Room with Private Bath 

For one, - - - $2.00, $2.50, $3.00 or $3.50 per day 

For two, - - - $3.00, $3.50, $4.00 or $5.00 per day 


Complimentary “Guide of Buffalo and Niagan 
Falls” and complete information on request. 


C. A. MINER, Manager. 





LEGAL NOTICE 


IN ACCORDANCE WITH THE ACT OF CONGRESS, 
of August 24th, 1912, the following statement is printed: 
Judge, published weekly at 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City, 
for October Ist, 1915. James A. Waldron, Editor and Ma 
aging Editor, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City. Busines 
Manhtger, Reuben P. Sleicher, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 
City. Publisher, Leslie-Judge Co., 225 Fifth Avenue, New 
York City. Owner, Leslie-Judge Company, 225 Fifth Ave 
nue, New York City. Stockholders holding 1 per cent. « 
more of total amount of stock, John A. Sleicher, Fifth 
Avenue, New York City; A. N. Brady Estate, 54 Wal 
Street, New York City, Bondholders, mortgagees and other 
security holders, holding 1 per cent. or more of total amount 
of bonds, mortgages or other securities, John A. Sleicher, 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City; Reuben P. Sleicher, 25 
Fifth Avenue, New York City; City Real Estate Com 
pony, 176 Broadway, New York City. (Signed) Reuben 

. Sleicher, Business Manager. Sworn and 
before me this thirteenth oy of September, 1915. A. Bd 
ward Rollauer, Notary Public, Queens County. No. 92 
Certificate filed in New York County No. 39. Commission 
expires March 30th, 1917. 
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FILM FUN 


At all Newsstands Now 
10c a Copy $1.00 a Year 





Published by LESLIE-JUDGE CO. 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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Passing the Mustard 


AsEveryone Knows—He—What is the 
difference between a gown and a creation? 

She—I can’t give you the exact figures, but 
it’s a small fortune.—Philadelphia Ledger. 


Disappointed—“ How now?” _ 

“This fellow told me he was going to 
show me the beauties of the town. 

“Well, didn’t he?” " _ 

“He meant parks and office buildings. I 
was repared to see some feminine loveli- 
ness.” —Pittsbur gh Post. 


How He Knew—‘The street cars 
haven't been as crowded lately as usual.” 

“That so?” 

“Qh, yes! Why, coming down-town this 
morning I had only one person on each 
foot!” —Kansas City Star. 


As Usual—“How was the lecture?” 
“The subject matter was good, but the 
lecturer hadn’t taken the trouble to arrange 
it intelligibly.” 
“What was the subject of the lecture?’ 
~ Preparedness.” —Kansas City Journal. 


’ 


Changed—Gossipy Wife—When my hus- 
band married me he said he would lay down 
his life for me. 

Second G. W.—So did mine, but now I 
can’t even get him to lay down the stair 


carpet.—Topeka Journal. 


Not Afraid—Emplover—Well, what did 
he say when you called to collect that bill? 

Clerk—That he would break every ‘bone 
in my body and pitch me out of the window 
if | showed my face there again. 

Employer—Then go back at once and 
tell him he can’t frighten me by his violence. 
—Stray Stories. 


The Drug Shop Snap—* Can you wait 
on me immediately?”’ demanded the richly 
dressed woman. “I’m in a great hurry.” 

“Yes. Let me have your prescription,” 
said the busy druggist. 

“I have no prescription. I want you to 
look up a number for me in the telephone 
book.” —Chicago Herald. 


The Only Man—“You say that you 
were the only man at the summer resort?” 

“Yes.” 

“How about the one who kept the hotel?” 

“He was a shark.”—Springfield (Mass.) 
Republican. 


Just Like a Woman—Lady—What will 
you charge me for the use of a horse and 
ty for a few hours? 
Liveryman—It will cost you $2 for the 
frst hour and $1 for each additional hour. 
Lody—W ell, I'll use it for two additional 
I've got some shopping to do and 
mill not require it for the first hour.—New 
York Sun, 


Something In It—“Isn’t that per- 
fectly ridiculous!” exclaimed Mrs. Binks. 
young Mrs. Upstarte who lives 
okay corner actually has the audacity 

Zi that she is of royal lineage.” 
Well,” said the head of the house, 
his gray mustache as he thought of 
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DIARY January 22. 1890 


A cold day, and blustery, coming 
from town. I was mighty glad to 
see the lights of the Inn, where I was 
soon made comfortable at the fire 
with my favorite 


OLD OVERHOLT RYE 


“Same for 100 years” 


For over a century this de- 
lightful pure Pennsylvania Rye 
has cheered men’s hearts. 
What more strengthening than | 
good Old Overholt? Aged in 
the wood, bottled in bond. 


A. Overholt & Co. Pittsburgh, Pa, 

















Selling Latin America 


By WILLIAM E. AUGHINBAUGH, M.D., LL.B., LL.M. 


Export Promotion Editor 
LESLIE'S WEEKLY 


12mo. Cloth. Illustrated. Net $2.00 
Dr. Aughinbaugh has lived and sold goods for 


eighteen years in the countries of Latin America. 
He knows these countries as you know your own 
town. He knows the people, their habits, their 
characteristics, and their commercial practices. 
He knows what they will buy, what they will not 
buy; how to sell them, how to finance the transac- 
tion, how to ship, bill and collect. He tells in 
**Selling Latin America,’’ country by country, all 
the essential and fundamental things without a 
knowledge of which successful trading in these 
Southern countries is impracticable and impossi- 
ble. Plentifully illustrated. 


Sent postpaid, $2 


Small, Maynard & Company 
16 Beacon Street, Boston 




















You Can’t Sell Your Drawings Unless They Are Technically Correct 
And You Can Only Acquire This Technique Under Skilful Guidance 


In comic art, particularly, the clever caricature depends altogether on a proper understanding of what 
to emphasize and what to omit, and this knowledge can only be had through instruction. You cannot 
become a skilled artist without instruction any more than you could be a finished musician and play 
only by ear. Men are born with genius, but art is the practical and skilful application of natural ability, 

We send you this instruction by mail and your individual training comes under the personal direction of Mr. Grant E, 
Hamilton, an artist of international reputation, This school has been established eleven years and has developed many 
first-class illustrators who are now earning good incomes from their art, 

Only a limited number of students will be taken, so write at once. Send five two-cent stamps for handsome 
booklet and reply. 


Studio of Pictorial Art, Inc., **2iishe¢ 112 E. 19th Street, New York 











You know these trade-marks through National Periodical Advertising 


A great factor in the 
cost of goods is the 
time it takes to move 
them. Advertisingand 
trade-marks, working 
together, are the most 
efficient movers of 
goods — consequently 

“the greatest reducers 
of selling cost. When 
you buy a non-adver- 
tised and _ un-trade- 
marked article of lim- 
ited sale and unknown 
origin, you pay inter- 
est on the money that 
is tied up in goods 
that move slowly, and 


MEMBER OF 


J udge 


The Happy Medium 


THE 
THE NATIONAL PERIODICAL ASSOCIATION 


you pay the greater 
producing cost inci- 
dent to a limited out- 
put. You may pay 
either in increased 
price or in lowered 


quality— but you pay. 


Trade - marks and 
national advertising 
are the two greatest 
public servants in 
business today. Their 
whole tendency is to 
raise qualities and 
standardize them, 
while reducing prices 
and stabilizing them. 


QUOIN CLUB 
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bygone days, “she may not be so far 

at that. I remember her mother mk 
was a girl, and, believe me, she aan she 
queen.” —Topeka Journal. a 


Didn’t Get That Far—« Did 
to father about me, Arthur?” 
nc did, dear, and he agreed with me 

“Then he said I might marry you?” 

“Why—er—no. I didn’t quite get to the 
point of asking him that. | just said vl 
were a fine girl.”—Birmingham A se-Herala 


you speak 


Where Knowledge Failed —«; 
course,” said Farmer Corntossel, “ Josh's 
superior knowledge is a great thing.” , 

“Don’t you think it has practical valye?” 

“Yes, I suppose it has. But I noticed this 
afternoon that his bein’ able to call a yaller. 
jacket by his real scientific name didn’ 
make the critter a bit more sociable or 
forbearin’.’’—W ashington Star. 


Wonderful—“ Bliggins is a remarkable 
fisherman.” 

“Ves, I honestly believe it’s more wonder- 
ful for a man to think up the stories Bliggins 
tells than it would be actually to catch the 
fish.’—IWashington Post. 


Easily Satisfied—He—A maid must 
not expect such lovers as she finds in books, 
Few men are paragons. 

She—Oh! I should not expect a paragon. 
I should be satisfied with a lover, young, 
handsome, brave, noble and_ unselfish— 


Dayton Herald. 


A Great Idea—* Now that women have 
fallen for furs in summer, I’m working ona 
great idea.” 

“What is it?” 

“I’m getting up a palm-leaf fan for winter 
purposes.”’— Detroit Free Press. 

His Idea—lVi/e—Don’t you think I 
should have a vote? 

Husband—I\ dunno, Jane. You'd probably 
want a new hat to wear at the polls.—Denwr 


Republicin. 


Trouble Enough for the Present— 
Junior Parner—1 think Mars is inhabited. 

Senior Partner—Until this war is over, 
Jake, we will stick to our regular customers! 
—Philadelphia Bulletin 


A Logical Reason—Bacon—What de 
you suppose makes that baby cry so fear- 
fully loud? 

Egbert—Oh, it’s father is hard of hearing, 
you know.—Younkers Statesman. 


What Caused It—* Mrs. Massey has 
had the earache ever since moving into the 
new flats.” . 

“Yes; I guess the keyholes are too drafty 
for her!” —Chicago News. 


She Knew—Clergyman—It is bad t 
lose a husband, madam, but I am sure that 
as he was such agood man he is happy where 
he is. 

Widow—Oh, but I know he isn’t happy: 

Clergyman—Why? 

Widow—Because he said he could nevet 
be happy without me.—/ndianapolis Star. 
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Money, lust of power, 
jealousy and hate— 


It was to such agencies as these, and her 
beauty and wonderful charm, that Jeanne Vau- 
bernier, a child of the provinces, and _ later 
, leader in the gay life of Paris, owed her 
devation to the position of “Left-Hand 
Queen of France.” Read her own story of 
how the one-time peasant girl schemed and 
won her way to the heart of the King of 
France—how she swayed the mind of the weak 
Louis XV. and became the real ruler of France 


as she tells it in 





PERMIT ME, MADAME LA COMTESSE 


The Memoirs and Secret Chronicles of the 


Courts of Europe 





But this is only one of hundreds of narratives—equally as dramatic—equally 
as interesting—contained in the eleven sumptuous volumes that make up this set, 
a limited number of which war conditions in the trade have made it possible for 
ys to secure at our own figure and offer to readers of Judge at 


An Extraordinary Bargain Price 


Our former offer is now supplemented by this, on easier terms, as we have bought up the only 
remaining stock of this work in existence—less than 400 sets—BUT we can offer readers of Judge Jt sT 
THIS ONE OPPORTUNITY to secure these wonderful books AT THIS PRICE AND ON EASY 
TERMS. Discriminating book-buyers are not going to let these sets remain long on our shelves at this 
price and these terms, for bear in mind 


These ARE NOT the Ordinary Subscription Books You Are Familiar With 


THE PUBLISHER'S price of these eleven velumes = TYPE 
ras $59.00, and they are sterling examples of the highest to read. : a 5 ae ; 
Sona Pa pochmeking. THE BINDING is a silk-finished buckram, with Japan 

THE ILLUSTRATIONS are in photogravure on Im- Vellum title. The size of the volumes is 61% inches wide 
perial Japan Vellum. by 914 inches high. The set contains 4,546 pages. 


These Eleven Volumes Sparkle With Life— 


A life that transcends the imagination of a workaday world—the extravagant, luxurious life of 
courts, the life of camps amid all the pomp and circumstance of war—even the gay life of the Pare-Aux- 
Serfs—all told in stories as comic, tragic, mean, strange as any ever told in the pages of fiction—stories 
tingling with the electric currents of unbridled passions, stories of men and women whose names are 
written large in the pages of history, and that show as no others do 


. The HIDDEN CAUSES of Great Historical Events 


For in these volumes kings, queens, courtiers and favorites—with no thought of publication—set 
forth the secrets of their lives, and show the hidden causes found behind almost every event of historical 
importance—the hidden agents that made up the “invisible government.” 

A PETTICOAT DYNASTY—We watch this “invisible Louis by a thousand playful 


fovernment” making history at the court of Louis XV tricks. We see in these memoirs the hidden court 
in the person of La Du Barry. We see her presiding over life of old France, and the secret causes of her swift 
little suppers in the king's private apartments, or in descent to the bloody grave of the Revolution 


specially cast for edition—is bold and easy 


capers and impudent 





Titles of These Eleven Sumptuous 
Volumes and a Partial List of 
Historical Characters 


Vol. L—Memoirs and Confessions of Comtesse Du 
Barry, VW/ith Intimate Details of Her Entire Career 
as Favorite of Louis XV. 


Jean Jacques Rousseau—Voltaire—Maréchal De Richelieu 
Peter of Russia—Duc De Choiseul—The Rohans. 


Vols, I, III, IV.—Memoirs of the Court of Louis XIV. 
and the Regency. 
By the DUC DE SAINT SIMON 


Cardinal Richelieu—-Madame De Maintenon—Ninon De L’Enclos 
La Valliere—Madame De Montespan—Abbe Fénelon. 


Ozar 


Vol. V.—Secret Memoirs of the Royal Family of France. 
By PRINCESS LAMBALLE 
Friend and Confidant of Queen Marie Antoinette 


Maria een 4 Fayette—Robespierre—Madame Campan— 
43 


Necker—Pope Pius 
Vols. VI, VII, VIII.—Memoirs of Napoleon, as Soldier, 
Emperor, Husband. 
By MADAME JUNOT 


Empress Josephine—Fouch6é—Marshal Murat—Talleyrand—Queen 
Hortense—Emperor Alexander. 


Vol, IX.—Secret Memoirs of the Court of Berlin, 
By COMTE DE MIRABEAU 
Frederick the Great—Empress Catherine II.—The Duke of Bruns- 
wick—Mademoiselle Voss—Goertz—Prince Potemkin. 
Vols. X, XI.—_Memoirs of the Courts of Charles I. and 
Charles II. and the Protectorate. 








Councils of State, perched on the arm of the mon- along a pathway strewn with bandboxes and 
arch’'s chair, distracting the mind of the enamored rouge-pots. 


Stripped of Their Gilt and Tinsel 
these representatives of Earth’s power and grandeur stand revealed in these wonderful pages 
as flesh and blood men and women, as they tell of their cherished ambitions and secret loves 





Just Pin 


“42 


The Diary of JOHN EVELYN 


Oliver Cromwell—Nell Gwynn—Duchess of Portsmouth 
Duke of Marlborough—cColonel Blood — Prince 
Rupert. 


—-—--—------------4 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. J.-10-9 








and hates. to Coupon ied Lope) Bias. New Vest City NPR ahs : 
But to get all this wonderful lore of a life so full of strong contrasts—heights of heroism and - SPastocst t O44 0. Bret payment on she is-cetpens om - 

depths of folly—so rich in all the elements of romance T charges prepaid. I agree 60 remit 61.00 6 month fer 
. | twelve months following receipt of bvoks, or to return them at 8 

if not satisfactory, you to refund my $1.09. 

You Must Be Prompt-—-Send Coupon To-day g once ly ; 
Remember there are over 500,000 Readers of Judge and less than 400 of ; oe ET ee eae rd ee tO OT j 
Sets (the only sets of this edition in existence) and that the Price is - " 
than one-quarter of the Publisher’s price, and easy terms of pay- rr ee ek | 


ment—and money back if not satisfied. 
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The International Jury 
of Award selected 


FATIMA 


as the only cigarette 
to be awarded the 


GRAND PIRIX 


the highest award given 


fo any cigarette at the~ 


PANAMA-PACIFIC 
INTERNATIONAL 
EXPOSITION) 
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COPYRIGHT 1915 LIGGETT & MYERS TOBACCO COMPANY 
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